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RE-APPEARANCE OF THE POLITICAL ROBERT MACAIRE. 


We presume the political Jacques Strop will not be long in following him. 
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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


HERE was once a little boy of an enterprising and Progressive turn of 
T mind. He did not like parental authority, and he had a notion that 
things were going wrong in this world. He therefore, having a great 
deal of leisure time on his hands, drew a Deduction. From the Deduction 
thus drawn he deduced the theory that Things were going wrong because 
of the existence of parental authority. ‘‘It is,” he said: ‘‘an effete sys- 
tem. If there were no parental authority, there would be nothing wrong 
in the world. We have to do what we are told. If we were not told to 
do anything, we would have nothing to do. That would be a happy state 
of existence. Let us, therefore, abolish parental authority, and the world 
will become a Paradise of Leisure. Here goes for abolishing parental 
authority !” 


* 
* * 


And so he called the other little boys of his acquaintance about him, 
and explained to them his theory. ‘They all thought that it was a very 
good theory, and they promptly Resolved to put it into practice. The 
first little boy said that he would be responsible for its success, and that 
if they would leave it to him he would see that it Worked All Right. So 
they agreed to leave undone the Chores assigned to them by their several 
Parents, and to go in for a good time generally. Some of the more timor- 
ous boys suggested that possibly the parents might object; but: they were 
speedily put in their Proper Place. ‘‘If they object,” the others said : 
‘we will send our noble leader to them, and he will Knock them all 
Out.” This being entirely satisfactory, they proceeded to have their 
good time. They tore down the wood-shed, and they made bon-fres in 
the front yard. ‘The Earth,” they said: ‘‘is evidently made to build 
bon-fires on. You can not build bon-fires on the water: it is therefore 
evident that the earth must have been created for that purpose. Let us 
build bon-fires.” And they built bon-fires. And while they were having 
their good time, the mother of their noble leader, the original little boy, 
looked out upon them, and said: ‘‘ Boys, you must stop this Nonsense.” 
But they replied: ‘This is not Nonsense; this 
is a Crusade. Don’t you know a Crusade when 
you see it?” And the Mother only said: “If 
you continue to Cavort thus, I shall be obliged 
to re,ort to extreme measures,” But they had 
not taken extreme measures into their calcula- 
tions, and they continued their Crusade. 

* 7 * 

And when it had got Just About far enough, 
the mother of their noble leader took off her 
slipper. It was only an ordinary, commonplace 
slipper, about ten-and-a-half inches long by four- 
and-a-quarter wide, but, Properly Applied, it was 
Enough. When the ensanguined sun of evening 
sunk below the crushed-strawberry horizon, and 
the zephyrs of the night sang a long, low lullaby 
among the spears of golden grain, one lonely little 
boy took his vesper meal off the mantelpiece, 
with alternate bites and sobs; and he had not a 
Theory to his name, and there were no other 
little boys to hail him as their Noble Leader 
within a Radius of fifteen miles, 

* , * 

The Moral of this little tale shows that a con- 
scientious Catholic is Unwise to buck against 
Excommunication; and that Excommunication 
means Business. 


—_———— 


The reappearance of Mr. William E. Chandler 
as an active politician means that the Republican 
Party has made up its collective mind to fight 


out the fight for place on the old Blaine lines. It is evident that no at- 
tempt is to be made to put good, trustworthy men forward for office. 
If the party is to succeed in its effort to regain political power, it is to be 
by presenting candidates who will work exclusively for the party, and not 
for the people generally. In plain, honest English, the Republican Party 
means to offer to the people only such candidates as will turn the public 
trust into money for party use. No question of principle is to be taken 
into consideration. Nothing is to be regarded but the lowest form of 
policy. Have we not had enough of this? We have had Chandler be- 
fore, and we have had Robeson, and the country has been tricked right 
and left. As a mere matter of economy, can we afford to have men in 
office who will sell their influence to the highest bidder? If the Republi- 
can Party has nothing better to offer us than Chandler and Robeson, can 
we afford to support the Republican Party? 


When the day comes when New York is allowed to rule herself, we 
may be able to have a Sunday that will be better adapted to the needs of 
a great city than the Scotch Sabbath which has been forced upon us by a 
“deal” between fanatics and politicians. The laws that are wise and 
beneficial in a small community may not be applicable to a huge metropolis. 
At present, we are governed by laws framed for towns like Schenectady 
and Owego. These laws are hopelessly unsuitable to our conditions. 
They are a burden upon us; and they serve no wholesome purpose. The 
most onerous of all the laws which “‘hayseed”’ legislation has forced upon 
us are the Sunday laws. Mayor Hewitt’s enforcement of them is im- 
pressing this truth upon our minds. It may end in awakening the manhood 
of New York to the resolute assertion of the citizens’ rights. There is 
only one thing to be done as far as the Sunday laws are concerned. Repeal 
all sumptuary legislation of any sort. 


Concerning the checking of the coffee-panic of last week, the New 
York 7zmes says: i 


“*It is impossible to speak too highly of the dealers who undertook 
to take the coffee that was offered them at prices so unreasonable as to 
indicate and to insure a feeling of panic. If their resolute and unselfish 
conduct should entail a loss upon them that loss should be divided among 
all the dealers whom they saved from a panic that would have meant ruin.” 


This seems to us a most extraordinary way of looking at the matter. 
Where is the morality in helping speculators to put a fictitious price on 
a commodity of necessary daily use? The attempt to ‘“‘corner” coffee or 
wheat is an iniquitous imposition upon the people at large, and the suffer- 
ing it entails falls most heavily upon the poor consumer. If men will risk 
their private means in trying to make an unwarrantable profit out of the 
necessities of their fellow beings, they deserve no sympathy when they 
fail and lose their stakes. 





SuperFLuous SymPaTHY. 


SHerman.—Ah, poor colored brother, you have my pity! 
Prosperous Cotorep Man.—Well, boss, we ’ve got about everything else! 
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IN THE COUNTRY. 


Farmer Curtis.—Yes; them slippers of yours will ketch it. 
Miss FeatHerepcGe.—Why, the grass zs quite wet. Whatever 

makes the grass wet, now? 

Farmer Curtis.—Why, the dew, to be sure. 

Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, but you know the dew falls at night. 

Farmer Curtis.—Yes; it stays fallen, too, till the sun dries it off 
next day. 

Miss FeaTHerepce.—Oh, now, really! But how clear and limpid 
the air is—like new wine. 

Farmer Curtis.—H’m. Did you ever happen to see new wine? 

Miss FeatHerepce.—Really, now—I am not positive that J ever have. 

Farmer Curtis.—H’m. Well, it’s about the muddiest looking stuff 
you ever came across, 

Miss FeaTHerepce.—Is it, now, really? You have a lovely farm here! 

Farmer Curtis.—H’m. Pretty fair for a side-hill lay. 

Miss Featuerepce.—And look, there comes an ideal yeoman. 

Farmer Curtis.—Oh, no; he’s one of the hands. 

Miss FeatHerepce.—So stalwart and graceful ! 

Farmer Curtis.—That young feller can mow a wider swath than 
any man I ever had— 


M™ FEATHEREDGE.—Oh, Mr. Curtis, what a lovely, dewy morning! 


Farmer Curtis.—I don’t know as it ever struck me— 

Miss FeaTHEREDGE.—That one now being milked stands placidly 
chewing her cud, content and philosophical, 

Farmer Curtis.—Hold on, Elmir—There gues a good ten quarts! 

Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, Mr. Curtis, the milkmaid— 

Farmer Curtis.—She ain’t hurt. She got out of the way. She 
knows Brindle through and through. 

Miss FeatHerepce.—But, Mr. Curtis—another shattered idol; she’s 
cross-eyed, and forty, at least. 

Farmer Curtis.—Brindle? 

Miss FeatTHerepce.—Milkmaid. 

Farmer Curtis.—Nearer fifty; but she’s mighty useful. Brindle 
cuts up that caper about once a week. Ill beef her next winter. That’s 
a fine young heifer yonder. 

Miss FearHerepce.—Oh, yes, lovely! You mean the one with 
dark spots? 

Farmer Curtis.—Yes. 

Miss FearHerepce.—And a heifer, I suppose, is a—a—he-cow? 

Farmer Curtis.—H’m. Well, no, not exactly. 

Miss FeatuHerepce.—Oh, where are all those men going? 

Farmer Curtis.—Out in the fields to mow. 





Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, I am sure of it—a perfect Hercules! 

Farmer Curtis.—Yes; an’ drink more beer than any three I ever had. 

Miss Featuerevce.—Oh, what an iconoclast you are, Mr. Curtis ! 

Farmer Curtis.—H’m—p’rhaps so. 

Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, but you are, you know. Fancy that young 
Apollo drinking beer! 

Farmer Curtis.—That’s just what he can do, every time. 

Miss FeatrHerepce.—Oh, there are the cows—where are they going? 

Farmer Curtis.—To be milked. 

Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, may I go and see them? 

Farmer Curtis.—Oh, yes; go right along. 

Miss Fearuerepce.—And here comes the milkmaid. Oh, I am so 
glad she is a milkmaid and not a milkman! 

Farmer Curtis.-—She could n’t very well be that. 
Miss Featuerepce.—I feel positively grateful to you, Mr. Curtis. It 
is all so delightfully rural and effective—the gentle cows, the fresh, young 
milkmaid—oh, if she will only carry the milk-pails on her head, it will 
simply be a picture! 

Farmer Curtis.—H’m, Elmiry ’ll hardly do that. 

Miss FeatHerepce.—I am so sorry. There is something very calm 
and soothing about a cow, I think; don’t you, Mr. Curtis? 


Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, are they? How lovely! Do they sing? 

Farmer Curtis.—Not that I know of. 

Miss Featuerepce.—Oh, I fancy they do! In the opera, you know, 
the mower’s chorus is so lovely! 

Farmer Curtis.—H’m—lI guess they don’t sing it out of the opera! 

Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, and what is it they mow? 

Farmer Curtis.—Grass! 

Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, is it now? I fancied it was hay! 

Farmer Curtis. —H’m—it is n’t hay till it ’s mowed and dried! 

Miss FeatrHerevce.—Oh, yes, I know! I have a bunch of dried 
grasses at home now! 

Farmer Curtis.—Yes? 

Miss FeatHerepce.—Oh, do promise me that I shall have a ride on 
a hay-mow? 

Farmer Curtis.—H’m—you shall have a ride! 

Miss FeatHerepce.—T hanks, awfully—it will be such an interesting 
experience! I think I ’ll go in now, my feet are really quite damp! 

Farmer Curtis (watching her go).—H’m, damp! They ’re soaked! 
White dress, bronze slippers, and silk stockings, for walking over a farm 
before breakfast! H’m! 

Poiupe H. Wetcn. 
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HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. 


<¢ [RING ForTH the prisoner,” said the justice. 
B It was a solemn moment. The majesty of the law was about 
to be vindicated. ‘The outraged statutes were upon the point of re- 
venging themselves. The policemen about the court-room, the loungers 
on the seats, the clerks behind the desks, all felt the momentousness of the 
occasion. Even the judge ‘elt the 
weight of responsibility upon him, 
and had ascended to the bench in a 
condition of comparative sobriety. 

All eyes were turned toward the 
prisoner’s box, as three of the most 
stalwart of the court officers dragged 
the shackled criminal to the bar of 

justice. He was not a desperate-look- 
ing man. Indeed, he was well-dressed and 
of mild appearance; but so was Nero and 
likewise Robespierre. 

“*What is the charge?” said the justice, 
in solemn tones, 

“Your Honor,” said one of the officers, his 
voice trembling with emotion, while the other 
two held the prisoner by the throat, though his 
hands and feet were shackled: ‘‘ Your Honor, 
this villain is a desperate hotel-keeper. We caught 
him last Sunday in the very act of serving a guest at his hotel with 
wine. We can swear to his guilt, for we tested it. I now produce the 
bottle in evidence.” 

The bottle was empty. The judge, after an eager glance in its direc- 
tion, looked sad. ‘Then he spoke: 

‘*Prisoner,” he said: ‘what have you to say in defense of this das- 
tardly crime against the laws made by our pure and holy forefathers in 
1818?” 

“Your Magnificence,” said the prisoner: ‘the man to whom I sold 
the wine was sick. I served it to him in his bed-room; but these three 
policemen, disguised as 
chamber - maids, were 
in the corridor, and 
they at once arrested 
me, after tasting the 
wine. Two of them 
tasted it. There were 
just two tastes in the 
bottle, which held a 
quart. The third po- 
liceman ate the label.” 

**Wretch,” thun- 
dered the magistrate: 
**T can not find lan- 
guage to denounce your 
villainy! Sell wine, 
forsooth, on Sunday! 
What is the city com- 
ing too! Whatawful - 
spirit of the age is so corrupting public morals 
that a demon, with all the outward semblance 
of a man, should actually sell wine on a Sunday, 
and then shamelessly admit it? Great Heavens, 
what infamy! But enough—I will bind you over 
to appear before a higher tribunal. Officers, re- 
move his polluted presence from my sight. Bring 
the next prisoner!” 

An unkempt ruffian, with a countenance be- 
side which the head of Bill Sikes’s bull-dog would 
look human, was now brought before the justice. 

“‘Your Honor,” said the officer who led the 
prisoner to the bar, ‘1 found this man at nine 
o’clock last night jumping on his mother in front 
of a tenement house, with a crowd of women 
looking on. His mother only retained her senses 
long enough to ask for a drink of whiskey, after my arrival, and is at pre- 
sent in the hospital. T'wo of her ribs are unbroken, and she is able to see 
out of one eye, and has teeth enough left to eat gruel, if it is thin enough.” 

“Really,” said the justice to the prisoner: “your conduct is ex- 
tremely unfilial, What provocation did your maternal parent give you for 
so violent an assault ?” 

“The unnatheral ould baste actially refused to give me, her darlint 
son an’ the pride av her ould age, the money fer a drink, that was earned 
be me own shister, yer Honor,” replied the prisoner. 

“‘ Hardly a sufficient provocation,” said the magistrate: ‘‘ Five dol- 
lars or five days. Next case!” 

A slatternly woman was brought before the justice. 

“The charge?” he said. 

“Your Honor,” the brass-buttoned accuser began: ‘‘this is no ordi- 







Tue Coat-Pirz, ano How Bitty Divw’r Quire Jume Over Ir. 








nary prisoner. Her crime 
is against the laws made 
by our discriminating leg- 
islators, who know too 
well the disastrous result 
to public morals that al- 
ways ensues when men 
and women hear music 
and drink beer at the 
same time. This she-fiend 
conducts a_ beer-saloon, 
having been left the busi- 
ness and ten children by 
her husband. She has a 
parlor in the back-room, 
with a small piano in it. 
Last evening, at eight 
o’clock, as I walked by 
the place, I almost fainted 
with horror. Your Honor, 


as I love rum, I swear J oa 
heard Music issuing from N IMPORTANT QuesTION. 


that room. When I re- Harem Barser (fJausing for a moment 
covered sufficiently to in his reckless pursuit).—Were you going 
enter the place, I found to say something, sir? 

that the door from the Customer (faintly ).—Y-y-yes; 1 w-want 
parlor was open, and that to ask you w-where you b-b-bury your dead? 
two men and a boy—a 

little innocent boy, not more than nineteen or twenty years of age—were 
drinking in beer and music at the same time. I found that the piano was 
being played by the woman’s brother, who had just arrived from Ger- 
many, where they have no civilized laws prohibiting music and beer, and 
that she was out of the house at the time.” 

‘**Enough,” groaned the magistrate: ‘‘it was a crime for her to leave 
the piano open in proximity to the saloon-door. Who knows what awful 
results may follow the sacrilege she has brought about! It is too grave a 
case for me to decide. Remove her to a cell and 
a higher court must decide what punishment is 
sufficient for this unholy crime.” 

The judge then fined a man one dollar for beat- 
ing a sick horse to death, sentenced another to 
ten days’ imprisonment for stealing a ham, and 
forwarded a small boy to the House of Refuge 
for setting a tenement house on fire and causing 
the death of eighteen tramps. 

Then a trembling, white-haired old lady was 
brought before the justice. 

“*She wilfully fed sparrows with crumbs in her 
back-yard,” said the policeman. 

“Heavens!” screamed the magistrate: ‘the 
thought of these fiendish crimes unnerves me! 
Hold her for trial and dismiss the court. 
The contemplation of these hideous malefactors 
is a strain my system 
can not bear without 
stimulants.” 

And it would have 
done the fools who 
make our laws good to 
have observed the mas- 
terly manner in which 
the justice downed a 
fraction of a gallon of 
distilled water--if they 
had been asked to par- 
ticipate. 








The Finish. 
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o, Tis Sunday! ’Tis the feast-time 
Of your literary soul! 
Haste you! Tear the bulging wrapper 
From the Sunday Soter’s roll. 


Place one portion in the window, 
Put another on the floor ; 

Let them all be quick-convenient, 
Then arise and lock the door 

Lest the family come in on you 
And deplete your miser store, 


Crimes and casualties in showers : 
Here: ‘‘ A Duel in the Sky ;” 
There: ‘A Man in West Virginia” 
Was “ Determined to Know Why;” 
And the special ends delightful : 
“Tt is thought the man will die.” 


Now you read with friendly pity 
How “The Author of a Sung” 
Dies in squalor and obscurely ; 
But you hasten right along, 
Not to lose the moral lesson 
In “ A Banker Who Went Wrong.” 


And right in the vast and middle 
Of a sermon’s noble reach, 
You will skip to ‘‘ Bathing Costumes 


**Wrote a Check for Twenty Mil- 
lions ;”’ , 
**Some Unhappy Royal Brides ;’ 
“How to Tell a Rhine Stone Dia- 
mond ;” 
“*Strange Ideas of Suicides ;” 
**Mrs. Langtry ;” ‘‘ Snakes of India ;” 
‘*Parrigraphs by Parricides ;” 


> 


**Continental News by Wire ”— 
Wired directly from the attic— 
“England Quiet;” ‘‘France Em- 
boldened ;” 

** Bismarck’s Action Problematic ;” 


** Picked in Paris ;” ** London Letter;” 
** Stage Revivals ;” ‘* Faust of Mar- 


Seen at Narragansett Beach.” lowe ;” 
Ah, the wild, ecstatic rapture **Foyer Gossip;” ‘‘ Duke of Duck- 
In the part that’s numbered first, Turn the pages, hurry, hasten: lynges 


With its ‘‘Fires,” ‘‘Sports” and 
“Failures,” 
And its ‘‘ Specials” fit to burst ! 


Here ’tis put in vivid English 
“*How a Madman Took His Life,” 


“*Royal Misers;” ‘* Anecdote 
Of a Wonderful Rat-Terrier ;” 
““When To Wear a Spike-Tail Coat ;” 
“* Tiger-Stalking;” ‘‘ Cure for Measles” 
And ‘‘A Glimpse of Rufus Choate ;” 


Passing June at Monte Carlo ;” 


“*Mrs. Potter—” Ha, you ’re reeling! 
Quick, arise, unlock the door 

That some rescuer may reach you 
Where you lie upon the floor, 
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How, “‘ Protecting Her From Burglars,” ‘‘ Loved Not Wisely ;” ‘‘ Killed by Opium;” With your brain asphyxiated 
William Surepop ‘‘Slew His Wife;” “*Seven Drowned;” ‘‘ Fell Half-a-Mile ;” Deep into its central core! 
And a sub-head looms up splendid: “*Mrs. Mackay Snubs the Princess ;” 


“* Found, a Murderous-Looking Knife.” “‘Lynched in Texas;” ‘* Won by Guile ;” Wituston Fisn. 


Lire in THE Quaker Ciry. He Caucutr THe Principce. 





Jerserman (fo Philadelphia policeman ),—Say, mister, | want to git 


a few post holes, an’ some 
wagon tracks, an’ a tombstone 
fer my grandmother’s grave, 
an’ a key-ring, an’ a good set 
of mule harness, an’ some ice- 
cream an’ cake, an’— 

Poticeman.—You want to 
go to Wanamaker’s, 


R, W. H. DOANE, Of Cin- 
cinnati, it is said, makes 
twenty thousand dollars a year 
from writing hymns. In justice 
to the rest of the country, how- 
ever, we are bound to add that 
his local trade is small. 


HEN THE ENGLISH SPAR- 

Row first came to this 
country, he was willing to eat 
bugs. Now he wants the earth, 
Same way with the English- 


men, 


E SAW sucH a lovely 

eighteen - year-old girl 
the other day, that we would 
gladly have given one hundred 
dollars to be a mosquito for 
five seconds. 


T IS REPORTED that a num- 

ber of Buffalo Bill’s wild 
Indians will visit their old 
homes in Ireland before re- 
turning to this country. 
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Mr. Barkeep’s Dictum. 


Seepy Party (¢o bar-tender ).—Y our refusal, sir, to trust me to a paltry 
drink of whiskey fills me with astonishment and indignation! 

Bar-renver.—All right, sir; you can fill yourself up with astonishment 
and indignation and it won’t cost you acent; but if you want to fill up with 
whiskey, you will have to have cash! 


Customer.—W hat is the price of those shoes ? 


Deater.—The pair you 
have in your hands are worth 
six dollars, the other pair five 
dollars. The six-dollar pair 
are hand-sewed, and will out- 
wear three pairs of the others, 

Customer (thoughtfully). 
—lIf that is the case, just let 
me see a twelve-dollar pair of 
French calf uppers, which, ac- 
cording to your manner of cal- 
culation, ought to last me the 
rest of my life. You see, I am 
beyond fifty. 


T SEEMS ABSURD that two 

great countries should 
quarrel over codfish. If it 
were shad, or even brook 
trout, there might be some 
sense about it; but codfish! 
Codfish makes us tired. 


HERE IS A RUMOR to the 

effect that a syndicate of 
capitalists is being formed to 
buy salt with which to sprinkle 
young Mr. Roosevelt. 


F MESSRS, GEORGE AND MC- 

GLYNN will agree to take 
a long quiet rest, we will make 
one of a syndicate to furnish 
the necessary funds to pay 
for it. 
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MR. HASBEEN AND THE NATIONAL GAME. 





AS OLD MR. HASBEEN was taking his 


happened to pass a vacant lot where a number of his boy friends 
were playing ball; and the old gentleman, with his usual kindly in- 
terest in young people, stopped to chat a few minutes. 





’em. ”T was exciting, now, I tell you 


PUCK. 


regular walk the other morning, he 1. 
N A FLAMING bank o: roses 


I am lying; 

And the flower-freighted zephyrs 
“It’s years since I ’ve played Round me sighing. 
ball,”” remarked the old man, as 
the boys gathered around him: 
“It ’s seldom I ever brag about 
what I have done; but they used 
to say I was the very best ball- 
player in the district. 

*¢ Base - ball, Two - old - Cat, 
Scrub, or Ante - Ante - over - the- 
Shanty, ’twas all the same to me. 
Oh, yes; ball was our great game 
then; and I don’t suppose you see 
much such playing as we used to . 
have, nowadays, ‘Take it Saturday ov 
afternoon, when the lads from the 
Beesly district used to come over 
and play with our club; great 
strong sturdy fellows, every boy of 


I. 
I am happy as the bumble 
On the mountain; 
I am happy as the lily. 
In the fountain. 


Ill. 
All my life is full of sunshine 
And of pleasure ; 
I am richer than the miser 
With his treasure. 


I observe the lazy cloud-ships 
Idly drifting ; 

I enjoy the purple shadows 
Round me shifting. 


; score run up sometimes as high as 


eighty-two to seventy-five; and generally in favor of the side I was play- Vv 


ing with, too, if I do say it. Oh, yes; when I think of those old games, 
seems to me I can play just as well as I ever could. 

“*It did n’t seem to make any difference where they put me: Pitcher, 
catcher, slugger, first short-stop, second short-stop—anywhere; I was al- 


At misfortune I am not a 
Carping scowler ; 

But I ’d like a sparkling, foaming 
Brimful growler. 


ways right on hand when the ball came my way. ‘Catch? well, I guess I ‘ 
could; and batting? why, when I picked up a club, the short-stops all 


climbed over the fence into the next field, now, I tell you!” 
**Won’t yoWMtry a strike?” queried the youthful pitcher, respectfully. 
**Well, I don’t know; my hands do sort of itch to get hold of a 


club,” answered the old man: ‘‘but 


ball so far; but if you don’t mind, I will just try one;” and Mr. Hasbeen 
picked out a club carefully and took his position at the home plate. 
“‘Now, Mr. Pitcher, you give me one about knee-high to a grass- 


vi. 
Then the poct heard a restless 
Sort of whining; 
I hate to make you boys chase the And upon his legs the farmer’s 
Dog was dining. 


hopper, and I'll just show you a genuine old-fashioned sky-scrape—H-a-a-r ! 


Hold on!—what did you throw that ball at me like that for? None of 
your monkey shines—you most hit me! Have n’t you got any respect? 


Now, pitch your ball along as you 
ought to!” 

“You better not get quite so 
close,” he remarked to the catcher: 
“I might wipe you one with the club; 
for I’m lightning when I strike.” 

Mr. Hasbeen struck twice and 
missed; the third time he knocked the 
ball about twenty feet, and, throwing 
off his hat, he started with a whoop 
on a wild run toward the first. 

The pitcher picked the ball up 
languidly and tossed it to the base- 
man, who promptly caught it; but the 
old man never paused until he stood 
on the bag puffing like a porpoise. 

“*You’re out, Mr. Hasbeen,”’ re- 
marked the pitcher. 

“Out? How do you figure that? 
You did n’t cross me out, did you?” 

The boys tried to explain that 
the rules were not quite the same as 
they used to be, and that the ball was 
not thrown between the runner and 
the base, as of yore; but the old man 
could n’t understand, and, picking up 
his hat and cane, he remarked, with 
withering sarcasm, that ‘‘ when it got 
so that young boys thought they knew 
more than their elders about every- 
thing under the sun it was time to 
stop encouraging them in their way- 
wardness;” and, climbing over the 
fence with as much dignity as pos- 
sible, old Mr. Hasbeen continued his 
walk down the street with his hat 
on wzong side before and his cravat 
twisted away around under his left 


ear. C. N. Hoop. 


A CLOSE RACE—T he Scotch. 
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Tue Excursion Season Opens. 


Pitcrim.—Can you tell me what time this boat arrives 
at Asbury Park, sir? 

Manan (of th’ fourt’ ward).—She’ ll git dere bout 
noon temorrer, boss, ’f she has boomin’ luck. She ’s chart’ed 
terday be th’ Denny Collins Chowder Club; ’n we’se ’Il give 
yer th’ daisy time when we git ter der fishin’ groun’s, 





HIS PRAYER ANSWERED. 





vil. 


And the poet then became a 
Lively howler; 

But he got his only wish—he 
Got the growler. 


HEN DANIEL WEBSTER Was alive, very few people would leave one of 
his famous fish chowders to hear him speak. 


APPEARANCES WERE DECEPTIVE. 


Tourist (passing guiet-looking 
country house).—There seems to be 
an air of sweet, calm, dreamy con- 
tentment, and long-summer-day quiet 
about this place, my friend! 

InHABITANT (leaning on gate). 
—Does, hey? You ought to go up in 
a balloon and look down on it fora 
second or two! You’d see grand- 
marm rattling grandpop with a flail 
in the barn; marm holdin’ the pantry 
door agin Ezra’s third attack of de- 
lirious tremens, sister Sukey in the 
cyclone pit, dead clinched with cousin 
Kate over the ownership of a piece of 
hair ribbon; and Pop, at the back- 
door, standin’ off the sheriff with a 
Winchester 44. I’m the only one 
that ain’t real busy; but I can’t tell 
how long it will last, as I may have 
to saddle up and go for the doctor at 
any minute. 


DirFERENT CIRCUMSTANCES. 


Miss Ciara (at luncheon, while 
shopping ).—Some bouillon, waiter, 
with plenty of bread, and an extra 
pat of butter. That’s all! 

Same Girt (at luncheon, with 
Charley).—Some whitebait, waiter, 
and chicken croquettes, and _half-a- 
dozen Blue Points on the shell, and— 
some chocolate, and—and lemon ice, 
and—and—that ’s all at present! 


CERTAIN PUBLISHER considered it 

a dubious compliment when he 
was wished many happy returns on 
his birthday. 
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WASHINGTON NEWS NOTES. 


ASHINGTON, June z0th.—( Special 
Correspondence.)—The President 
has been seriously alarmed since 

General Tuttle and the Iowa posts of the 
Grand Army of the Republic protested 
against his visiting their encampment at 
St. Louis in September. He does not 
mind Mr. Tuttle’s rant, itself; but he 
fears it may so impress summer-hotel 
proprietors that they will refuse to re- 
ceive him, on the ground that the Re- 
publican guests object to booming a 
Democratic President by eating at the 
same table with him. 


If you wish to discover whether any 
man you meet here is a resident Wash- 
ingtonian or not, ask him what he thinks 
of the capital from an artistic point of 
view. If he replies in these exact words: 
‘*Washington is fast becoming the ar- 
tistic and literary centre of the country,” 
you may safely bet your new summer 
suit he is a Washingtonian. If he devi- 
ates a single word from the above for- 
mula, however, doubt him. If he omits 
“fast,” you may be sure he is an alien. 


The Washington papers have repeated 





275 
THE SCHOLAR’S LAMENT. 


aM not aD, D., 
Nor a LL. D., 
Nor a J. C. D., nor a Ph. D.; 
Columbia, Yale 
And Harvard all fail 
To confer on my shoulders a college 
degree. 


Both Latin and Greek, 
And Hebrew I speak, 
In the love of the ancients | never 
was weak; 
And Science and Art 
Are the pride of my heart; 
But, O! 7 am slender and slight of 
physique! 


In Base-ball, alas! 
I never can pass, 
And in Boxing | stand not the ghost 
of a show; 
As an umpire I’d ground 
At the very first round, 
While my Rowing is very vexatiously 
slow. 


And, therefore, you see 
I am not a D. D., 


those words accurately so frequently that INCLUSIVE. Nor a J. C. D., nor a LL. D.; 


they are constantly prancing through the 
genuine Washingtonian’s mind after the 
manner of ‘‘ Punch, brothers, punch with 
care.” 


year’s dog show? 


The summer crop of Department 

stories is pouring into the market. 
The first story that will appear in the daily press—if the tradition of 
forty years is observed—will be about a transcendently lovely Treasury 
Department girl, whose father was an unnamed United States Senator, 
and who now supports a mother, grandmother, two grandfathers, and a 
troop of brothers and sisters by her nimble work on the type-writer. The 
next story will have reference to a lovely blonde in the Patent Office, who 
recently refused an offer of marriage from a United States Senator and 
clung faithfully to her drug-clerk lover. The third tale will picture a 
little sad-eyed old lady who sorts seeds at the Bureau of Agriculture, and 
will intimate that she was once the idol of a widower President who was 
about to marry her when death carried him off. 

The novelties on this year’s programme are as follows: the Treasury 
Department girl with whom a cabinet officer is said to be in love; the 
pretty Virginia girl whom everybody takes for Mrs. Cleveland; and the 
old lady in the Dead Letter Office who has read lost love letters written 
by Alexander Hamilton and Henry Clay. 


* 
* * 


Pointers. 


An analysis cf Senator Edmunds’s smile: A slight contraction of 
the muscles of the left cheek, an almost imperceptible quivering of 
the nostrils, an elevation of the right eyebrow, and a dull, stony 
glare. P. S.—The analysis of his cloak-room smile: Whiskey, An- 
gostura, lemon, ice, sugar. 


A fire broke out recently in that portion of the Government 
Printing Office where copies of the Covgresstonal Record are stored. 
The citizens of Washington and many visitors to the city fought 
bravely to drive the firemen away from the flames; but the fire- 
laddies carried the day. Excited citizens are throwing out dark 
hints about lynching. 

W. L. Ruiorpon. 





N EXCHANGE Says that Patti is singing to the same cro» ds 

in London that she sang to here. We know of a small but 
very select crowd of two that she sang to when here, and which 
she isn’t singing to now by fourteen big dollars’ \.orth. 


HE BASE-BALL UMPIRE who comes out of the skirmish at the end 
of the present season with the highest endorsement of the 
public, may be considered a dark horse in the next Presidential race. 


THE ENGLISH ARE great on taking “‘tips,” from the Queen down. 


T Is saip that even the Wild West Indians make a wry face over 
the American cocktail, as concocted in London. 


Younc Dimmocx.—Did you enter Raggles at this 


Miss Huipexorer.—Oh, no, indeed! You know, since 
poor grandpa’s death, we have none of us been eut at all! 


For Columbia, Yale 
And Harvard all fail 
To confer on my shoulders a college 
degree. 
E, Frank Lin taser, 


A ONE-HoRSE CONCERN—trying to pick out the winner. 


OHN SHERMAN buttons that carmine under-garment with collar-buttons 
made from human bones. 


T IS CLAIMED that Herr Most can drink beer with both eyes shut and 
one hand tied behind his back. 


WITH OUR COMPLIMENTS TO Z/FE. 


If the friends of a person in Me., 
Who is commonly known as Jim Ble., 
Do not wish to repeat, 
His former defeat, 
They had better not run him age. 
M. Wunmp. 











» 
—maeshv ity 


An Economicat I[pea. 

Bridget, throw out the ice—buy some stale vegetables—put 
brick-bats and boards on the beds—order salt pork and beans—- 
keep the mail two or three days before delivering to me, and pull 
up the shades and let the sun glare in all it wants to, I’m going 
to enjoy the ‘‘Comforts of the Country,” without going there! 
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F ALL THE WEATHER in the year, the hot I like the most; 
I like to feel just like a plate of scorching buttered toast; 
I like it when the well runs dry, and when the leaflets crack, 
And perspiration in a flood goes pouring down my back. 
Oh, if according to my mind the summer-tide was made, 
’T would be, from May till autumn-tide, one thousand in the shade! 


The lump the vile mosquito raises on my Grecian nose, 

Is lovelier than the frozen ear that in the blizzard glows; 

And I would rather, any day, indulge in prickly heat, 

Than with acute pneumonia be floored, and frozen feet. 

Oh, if according to my mind the summer-tide was made, 

’T would be, from May till autumn-tide, one thousand in the shade! 


I like it most when ministers in public pray for rain; 

When in the gardens wilts the rose, and in the field the grain; 
When blistering simoons cavort about from north and south, 

And every canine’s warping tongue is dangling from his mouth. 

Oh, if according to my mind the summer-tide was made, 

*T would be, from May till autumn-tide, one thousand in the shade! 


I love to see the pensive moth a-dining on the rug; 

I love to hear upon the roof the tumbling tumble-bug; 

I love to see the clover and the grass all parched to gold, 

As | sit on the verandah, in my woolen ulster rolled. 

Oh, if according to my mind the summer-tide was made, 

’T would be, from May till autumn-tide, one thousand in the shade! 


Some people, during winter-time, prefer the summer sweet, 

And when the summer softly smiles, they yearn for snow and sleet; 
But I prefer the summer-time, when blizzards bend the bough, 

And now that it is roasting, I prefer the summer now. 

Oh, if according to my mind the summer-tide was made, 

’T would be, from May till autumn-tide, one thousand in the shade! 





Very CONSIDERATE. 

Miss Epirn.—Why, mama; here is a notice in the morning paper 
of the complete failure of the Widows’ and Orphans’ Benefit Insurance 
Company! Wasn’t that the company poor dear Uncle James had his 
policy for our benefit in? 

Mama.—Yes, my dear. 

Epirx.—And it was only two days ago you collected the amount in 
full? 

Mama.—Yes, dear. 

Epirx.—How very fortunate that poor dear uncle died—or, I mean, 
how lucky that, that—he—if he had lived a few days longer, we—that 
is—well, he always was such a considerate man. 


EMALE SUFFRAGE MIGHT 

be as big a thing for 
the milliners as male suf- 
frage is for the hatters. 


[7 18 saiD that a depart- 
ment is to be estab- 
lished in the public schools 
of New Jersey which will 
be devoted to teaching the 
young idea of that foreign 
country not to blow out 
the gas. 


DAM NEVER accomplish- 

ed anything worthy of 
mention; and yet he will 
always live in history. 


«« A HOME FOR THE Sons of 

Great Men” would 

fill a crying want in this 
country. 


New art Ir. 


OME MEN WERE never 
made of dust. Mud 
v.as the raw material used. 








Cursertson (from Pittsburgh). 


game show me how to play at least one tune on the thing; I don’t want 
to make a fool of myself before the ladies, you know. 


HER. 





Not sy THE AuTHor oF “ SHE.” 





HE EDITOR OF THIS extraordinary history is not the narrator thereof; 
he is a different person altogether, and wishes this distinctly under- 
stood, ‘The narrator took up his residence at Bloomingdale, N. Y., 

shortly after he finished narrating, and has been confined to his room since 
going there, while the editor is still at large. 


Cuaprter I, 

The night before James Butterfield died, he came to my room with 
an iron box in one of his hands. (Note the forethought, please. How 
much easier was it for Jim to bring the box the night before he died, than 
it would have been the night subsequent to his dissolution.) He confided 
the box and his only son, who was a boy, to me, with instructions to open 
the former when the latter should become twenty-five years of age. The 
following night the soul of James Butterfield passed into the mysterious 
Afterward. 

Cuapter II. 

At last the eventful day arrived. (Any one being aware of an event- 
ful day that arrived ‘‘ at first,” will kindly forward its photograph, with 
color of eyes and lock of hair, to this office, and receive reward.) J]. Harts- 
horn Butterfield was now a young man of striking physique; (he had taken 
boxing-lessons.) He was tall and broad-shouldered, and a wealth of light- 
brown-sugar-colored hair curled closely around his classical head. The 
hair was also hisn. 

He had completed his education at the age of twenty, and, as foot- 
ball matches incidental to his college training had incapacitated him for 
active service in any line, he had, for the past five years, been superintend- 
ing the operations of a stationary engine attached to a peanut-roaster. 
He said the dangerous life of the engineer had always fascinated him. 
But let me not diverge, whatever that is. We opened the iron box, which 
was still iron, notwithstanding the lapse of twenty years, and in it we 
found another box, somewhat larger than the first. With trembling hands 
we opened the second box, and there, exposed to our view, were two 
pounds of peanut candy, a Waterbury watch, and a set of false teeth. 

“There is some terrible mystery here!” we exclaimed. (We had pre- 
viously agreed to do that.) The peanut candy had never been used, and 
was as good as new. In my disappointment in not finding some object 
surrounded with occult mystery, I exclaimed: ‘‘ This is too thin.” ‘ And 
this is tooth out,” said J. Hartshorn, taking up the false teeth. They 
had evidently been used for some years, as one was decayed and aching 
vigorously. ‘The pain was so great that we found it necessary to have it 
pulled. (By having the pain pulled, you see we saved the tooth.) Then 
we examined the Waterbury, and between its cases we found a yellow, 
time-stained document, which read as follows: 

‘Mortal man, if thou would ’st seek a balm, and by its use prolong 
thine earthly life, then pray betake thyself where water damp from the 
deep, deep sea, disports itself in chilly spray upon the bleak and storm- 
bound shore of Newj Ersey. There search till thou find’st a maiden won- 
drous fair, and from her thou may’st obtain a priceless boon, with directions 
printed on the wrapper, which, with discretion used, will prolong life in- 
definitely. 

We trust you will kindly attend to this little matter at once, as we 
are much in need of funds. 

Yours very truly, 


McALusTER BurTeRFIELD. 


** An ancestor of mine,” 
remarked J. Hartshorn. 


Cuapter III, 

Four months later in the 
day, three solitary horse- 
men might have been seen 
disappearing on foot over 
the crest of a neighboring 
swell. ‘They were J. Harts- 
horn, a faithful Arabian 
~ ff servant, named Allah Ren 
;  Mulleahuy, whom we bad 

“Un ! procured in order to have 

“Yy i some one to lay down his 
—- _ sella life for us, and myself. As 
we disappeared over the 
aforesaid crest, we saw in 
the distance a vast cave, 
rearing its stately propor- 
tions cloudward. It was 
but the work of a day-and- 
a-half to get within knock- 
ing distance of the door of 
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Say, old man, before we begin the 
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PusHinc Business. 


Counrry Mercuant (who has retired early ).—W-What ’s 
that? 

Voice From Cuimney.—I vos a leedle laid gedding into 
town to-nighdt. Anydings needet in der wite-goots line? 


this cave. We did it. We knocked. A deaf mute opened the door 
and said: ‘‘We don’t want to buy anything to-day.” 1 handed him 
my card. 

“*Scarlet-rash man,” said he: ‘‘ would you thus fearlessly penetrate 
the realms of Her?” 

“« Betcher sweet life,” responded J. Hartshorn: ‘‘ that’s what we’re 
here for.” 

“Very well,” said the deaf mute: ‘follow me!” 

He took us to room 39, on the second floor, next the dining-room. 

Then the deaf mute said to me: ‘‘ Follow, and thou shalt see Her.” 

I followed him to a parlor on the first floor of the cave, which was 
furnished with that well-remembered friend of our youth, ‘‘Oriental Mag- 
nificence.” I stood still for a moment, and suddenly felt a magnetic gaze 
strike the back of my neck. I turned, and the vision that my eyes beheld 
temporarily gave me the lockjaw. A stately figure stood before me, clad 
in a soft, white gauzy dress, caught back on the left side with three wide 
bias flounces, bound and gathered, and with four rows of box pleating 
around the bottom. Mother-in-law of Pearl buttons, with button holes to 
match, lent charm to her attire. I felt the subtle, soul-alluring effect of 
an unseen beauty, the majesty and grandeur of which I could not conceive. 
I was elevated. ‘‘Le’s see yer face,” I said. Her, for it was Her, laughed 
out in door-bell like notes; siniled audibly, as it were. ‘‘ Foolish man, | 
will grant thy request; but beware, lest like Actzon or Ben Butler, thou 
art torn to pieces by thine own passions.” 

She then took off her veil, and I shrank back blinded and amazed. 
(I had practiced the shrinking business until I could do it first rate, too.) 
I might talk of the great changing Witch-Hazel-Kirke eyes, of the broad 
and noble brow, of the dainty flesh colored nose just below the brow, of 
the patch of black court-plaster on the S. E. 1-4 of Section 4, Range W. 
of her face. But her loveliness did not lic in them; it was rather in the 
way she did her back-hair up. She spoke, and her voice took all the 
starch out of a clean collar I had donned that morning. Gentle reader, 
have you listened to the murmur of some purling brook, meandering over 
its pebbly bottom, incessantly babbling in .dulcet, tinkling strains? Have 
you listened, when your listener was in good order, to ‘‘ Home, Sweet 
Home,” as rendered on a row of suspended beer bottles of various ages 
at a minstrel show? (Answers will be received up to January 1st, 1888.) 
If you have, they were simply no place beside that voice. 

She said: ‘‘Foolish art thou to venture into my realms, I who have 
ruled here for many thousand years. Know that in my girlhood I was 
the daughter of the mighty king Ohkumopph, and was a famous ballet 
dancer, which fact accounts in part for my extended sublunary existence. 
Once I danced a solo at a performance of Uncle Tom’s Cabin, and while 
in a most graceful pose, a mosquito settled down to work on my left 


shoulder. An immediate agitation of the cuticle thereabouts became 
necessary. I killed the insect, but the sudden transition from poetic re- 
pose to frantic activitv, hardened my stern parent’s heart, and he banished 
me. Since my reign here I have been of great benefit to humanity. I am 
now inventing an easy-going, calm, deliberate toboggan, one that will go 
as well in summer as in winter, and will afford the passenger an opportu- 
nity to enjoy the scenery along the route, and enable him to eat his lunch 
with one hand while he holds his hat on with the other. I am also en- 
deavoring to rear a race of barbers who shall be deaf mutes. My only 
food is the luscious banana fried in vaseline, and the juicy pretzel, which 
grows in great abundance here. And I also have the boss remedy for 
toning up the system.” 

“Oh, Queen,” said I, “‘ when, in ages to come, the Divine Afflatus 
shall get in its work upon the world’s then Poet Laureate, he will give 
thee fits in blank verse; but I fain would question thee, at present, of those 
many ancient historical facts which have caused contention in this nine- 
teenth century of agnosticism and infidelity. Tell me of the reign of the 
Pharoahs, of the mystery of the Sphinx; did Cleopatra put her signature 
to a recommendation of any brand of toilet soap? Tell me of the child- 
hood of Susan B. Anthony.” 

“‘Ah, thou recallest fond recollections” said Her. ‘*Then the now 
ancient jest about the Chicago girl’s foot was in its first glad bloom of 
youth, skipping blithely across heath and meadow, happy as a summer’s 
day. ‘Tell me, kind stranger, is there truth in the rumor wild that this 
aged theme still serveth the public mind?” 

“Aye,” I said: “‘ though time has shrunk its form and bedimmed its 
once bright eyes; though what remains is but an exaggerated personifi- 
cation of decrepitude, it still wanders on in hapless senility.” At this 
moment J. Hartshorn entered the room unannounced, 

I introduced them. ‘‘ Her—Her—” he repeated musingly: ‘Sort of 
a hermit, ain’t you? I’ve Her’d the name before; any relation to Ben 
Hur?” That tall willowy form wobbles across the room as if on roller- 
skates—her eyes grow dim—her skin is wrinkled—her form shrinks before 
our very eyes—she essays to speak, but that once soft voice is shrill and 
sharp: ‘‘Tell him,” she says, ‘‘that I am not related to Ben Hur, but 
that I have been Her, and now let me die.” We let her. J. Hartshorn 
was all broken up over the damage he had done, 


Cuaprer IV, 

In conclusion I will state that I procured this wonderful formula for 
prolonging life. It is equally effective in the case of a diseased mentality 
or an impaired digestion, It is not put up in one dollar bottles, but you 
may procure it in weekly doses for a year by forwarding four dollars’ worth 
of money order to the publishers of Puck. Thousands of testimonials on 
hand: from people whose liver-pads, hand painted, now decorate the walls 
of their residences, while formerly they were concealed about their per- 
sons for sanitary reasons. H. L. Witson, 


OME ONE says that “blue eyes usually go with light hair.”” We can 
vouch for the truth of this. A per of blue eyes (lively blue eyes) 
went with a light-haired young man into Delmonico’s only a night or two 
ago, and nothing was too good for them, We can almost see them now, 


HE EFFORTS MaDE by 

Boston girls to im- 
prove their intellect 
somehow seem to warp 
their shape. 


NEVADA MAN who 

started out to look 
for a grizzly bear found 
him in time for dinner 
—the bear’s dinner. 


WOS. 
~ WN 


HE MAN UNDER sen- 

tence of death docs 
n’t think that delays 
are dangerous. 






Payinc THE Piper. 


“I feel so miserable this morning,” 


complained a husband after the morning meal. 
“Yes, John,” responded his wife: “‘ You have 
drunk liquor which you ought not to have drunk, 
and left undrunk water which you ought to have 
drunk; and now there is no health in you.” 
But this reproof made him no better very rapidly. 













ow Is THE time, in particular, 
When the festive young rider 
bicycular, 
Strikes the stone rockular, 
In a way jocular, 
And, losing his pose perpen- 
dicular, 
Alights on his northeast auricular. 


THE AGED FISHER arose and spoke: 
** Great Britain must not treat 
our claims as a joke, 
For she should remember while 
seas she is rodding, 
We are more in earnest the more 
we are codding.” 


HOUSE-CLEANING NOW is o’er, 

And soap-suds splashes, 
And shifting furniture, 
And breaking sashes, 

And tack-upholstered floor, 
And crockery crashes— 
The husband grieves no more 

In dust and ashes. 


HE MEN THAT compose the Boston Consistory 
Want to make J. L. S, Professor of Fistory. 


THE GREAT Hinglish statesman, Lord Brougham, 
Whose heloquence oft ’eld the rougham 
As few others could ’old, 
Lived to be very hold, 
And ’is hashes still speak from the tougham. 


TIS NOW THE weary people flee 
From the city’s heat and din, 
To where the farmer’s sign they see: 
“Summer Boarpers Taken In:” 
But in a week they will repine, 
And begin to look about 
To find the wagon with the sign: 


“Summer Boarpers TAKEN Out.” 
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BetrerR THAN Me_picine, 


“Did you tell my wife,” inquired the sick man of the law- 


SHORT ESSAYS ON MAN. 


PUCK. 


A STRANGER IN far Santiago 
Was bisected in watching a saw go; 
His name no one knew, 
So they measured his shoe, 
And shipped him away to Chicago. 


N THE MORN Of life our hopes go out 
Bright with the light of joy and heaven; 
But we grieve to see them coming in 
Like a picnic crowd at even. 


HE CARES NAUGHT for art or science, 
To esthetics bids defiance, 

Puts on fashion no reliance; 

She eschews the hifalutin, though she ’s pretty 

as can be, 

She is handy round the house, and 
She would make a perfect spouse, and 
She is one among a thousand— 

But she ’s gone clear back on me! 


D° XoT growl at the strawberry boxes 
That hold the present year’s crop, 
For the biggest are now at the bottom— 
But the bottom is right at the top. 


HE TEXT TO men by preachers given 
Is ‘‘ Lay your treasures up in Heaven ;” 
But some of them are not so slow 
To lay their treasures up below. 


ow’s THE TIME we return from angling, 
Having been gone the livelong day, 
And show our catch after noisy wrangling— 
But, oh, the big fish that got away! 





A. W. Betiaw. 


Tue Tale OF THE 





MarKET. 


“‘*How are you feel- 
ing?” said the cucumber | 
to the strawberry. 

“‘T ’m ripe for any- 
thing,” replied the straw- 
berry: ‘‘How are you 
feeling?” 

“Rather seedy.” 


HEN IT COMES DOWN 
to honest, sober 
reflection, the homely 
clay pipe is about as 
soothing and consoling 
as the more opulent 





and philosophic mood, it 
gives us great pleasure to 
state that PickINGs FROM 


and can be had by send- 
ing the requisite gold 
(twenty-five cents per 
crop) to this office. 


yer: “that | have made my will and left her everything?” 


«<é Yes 
**What did she say?” 


“She cried a little, and asked me about how much the 


property is worth.” 
And so the undertaker lost a job, 


WHEN Your GIRL says 

*“No” the second 

time, don’t look for any 

affirmative. It ’s not 
there, 


Henry Clay cigar. And | 
while in this meditative | 


Puck is still booming, | 




















[i teaspoonful of 


ee x 




















+ Ginger, 


with hol wafer 4 sugar ff 
if suils Taste,) 


Salisfies Thirsl, 
Sustains Strength, 


lids Digestion, 
al night, by causing 
& healthy action 
of the Skin, induces 
Sleep. « Try Ib. 


FRED: Brown’s GINGER. 


PHILADELPHIA. 
CLEAN, SWEET «x4 APPETIZING 


Rae’s ‘Finest Sublime Lucca Olive Oil” 


1) we guarantee to be the purest and finest article 
of the kind ever sold in this country. It is always 
of uniform excellence; smooth, delicate and appe- 
tizing, because made only from sound, ripe and 
fresh Olives. It is packed by Messrs. S. Rae & 
Co., at Leghorn, Tuscany, Italy (where the condi- 
tions of climate and soil are specially adapted to 
the Olive tree), from the first pressings of the 
Olives, and only the choicest fruit is used. It is 
therefore an excellent article of food; because as 
ee: clean, and sweet as good, fresh cream. 
“very bottle warranted as represented. 











N. B.—Send your address and we will mail, 
Sree of charge, a beautifully illustrated book giv- 
ing full particulars about Olive Oil and the Olive 
tree. Ask your grocer for Rae’s Otl. Lf he does 
not keep it, and will not supply you, write to the 
importers, 


FRANCIS H. LEGGETT & CO., 
NEW YORK. 
Please mention this paper. 31 


TTDEN MUSEE. 5 West asra street. 


Munczi Lajos and ij :i: ce 
Paul Esterhazy’s Orchestra. Daily two Grand Con- 
certs. Admission, 50 cents; Sundays, 25 cents. 




















THE CELEBRATED 


btwn OS 


Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists. 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 
e [LADELAHIA, soe 19 Chestnut St. 
__SANFRANGISCO, CAL..938 Market St: 
LL. THE AMERICAN CYCLES 


DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE 
ONAPPLICATION. 


GORMULLY: @JEFEERY 

















SH) CHICAGO, ha. a 





‘Private Club’ 


GRAND CHAMPAGNE. 
FELIX JACQUIN, 


EPERNAY, FRANCE. 





Highest Grade Imported. 
L. E. WILMERDING, 


GENERAL AGENT, 
‘+ 3 South William Street, N. Y. City. 





For SALE BY 
Leading Wine Merchants 
AND 
WHOLESALE GROCERS. 








One Agent (Merchant only) wanted in every town for 


TANSES NOH 5G a 


Demand unprecedented. 


THE KING OF CATHARTIC WATERS. 
H Greatly Superior to all Other Purgative Waters. 
PALATABLE, PAINLESS, EFFICACIOUS. 


Rubinat-Condal Mineral Water 
CONDAL SPRING, SPAIN. 





.W. TANSILL &CO.,Chicago 





GUARANTEED ENTIRELY 
NATURAL. 
The only Rubinat Water 
under the Protection of the 
Spanish Government. 


“AN EFFICACIOUS 
MORNING LAXATIVE.” 
Recommended by all the 

principal medical authori- 

ties in Eurove. 








; Imported in White Glass Bottles by the Rubinat Company, Sole 
Agents for the United States and Canada, No. 80 Beaver Street, New York, 
and mane by all Chemists, Druggisis, and first-class Grocers. 

2 SEND FoR PAMPHLET CONTAINING M«DICAL TESTIMONIALS. 851 














Print \ Your Own Cards! 


$3; @ircular size press, $8; Newspaper size, $44. 
Lane th easy, printed instructiéns. Send 2 stamps for 
_ presses, om cards, &c., to the factory, 


KELSEY & CO., Meriden, Conn, 


Do You Know It? 


NINCKESTER’ Ss HYPOPHOSPHITE oF LIME anpD 
DA is a matchless Remedy for Consumption in 
cae Stage of the Disease. For Coughs, eank 
Lunes, Throat Diseases, Loss of Flesh and 
Appetite, and all forms of General Debility it is 
an Wine ete Specific Remedy. BE SURE AND GET 
ER’'S Pyppsaste. land $2 Stper bottle. 

Bola by Druggists. WINC rie 
No. 162 William 8t.. New Xork. 
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PUCK. 


“*Music,” says Carlyle: “is a kind of inarticu- 
late, unfathomable speech, which leads us to the 
edge of the infinite and lets us for moments gaze 
into that.” I am easily moved ‘‘ with concord 
of sweet sounds;” I love the ‘‘old and antique 
song more than light airs, and recollected terms 
of these most brisk and giddy pated times;” but 


never did I appreciate Carlyle’s saying until I ! 


heard Patti sing “‘ Home, Sweet Home.” I will 
give you one stanza myself: 


“Mid plea$ure$ and palace$ though we may 


roam, 
Be it ever $0 humble there ’$ no plage like 
home ; 
A Sharm from the $kie$ $eem$ to hallow u$ 
there, 


Which, $eek through the world, i$ not met 
with el$ewhere. 
Home! home, $weet, $weet home! 
7h3r3’8 1 no plage like home; 
7h3r3’$ no-ho $lage 1$k$ $$$$!”—2. 7. Bur- 
dette, in Brooklyn Eagle. 


Tuart story about the hen being buried under 
a pile of hay in the barn, and living several weeks 
without food or drink, has reappeared. The hen 
was accidentally buried under a stack of hay last 
December, and when it was found this spring it 
weighed two pounds more than when it disap- 
peared, and had laid one hundred and fifty eggs 
during its one hundred and twenty-five days ot 
enforced confinement. Why it did not hatch one 
hundred and seventy-five chicks out of the one 
hundred and fifty eggs during that time is one of 
the strangest things about the story, and is cal- 
culated to throw discredit on the whole thing.— 
Norristown Herald. 


“Pa,” said little Jimmie: ‘‘I was very near 
going to the head of my class to-day.” 

** How is that, my son?” 

“*Why, a big word came all the way down to 
me, and if I only could have spelled it I should 
have gone clear up.” — Wide-Awake. 


Pears’ Soap 
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Waltham 


Timing Watches. 


With or Without Split Seconds, 
and Minute Register. 


MANUFACTURED AND GUARANTEED BY THE 


American Waltham Watch (., 


WALTHAM, MASS. 


THE WALTHAM CHRONOGRAPH 
combines an ACCURATE stop- 
watch for sporting, astronomi- 
cal and general scientific pur- 
poses, with a RELIABLE time- 
keeper for ordinary use. 





The mechanism to start, stop 
and fly back is of the most simple 
and durable construction and is 
independent of the other parts 
of the movement. 

The Waltham Watch Factory 
is the oldest in America, 
the most extensive and best 
equipped in the world, and 
produces the finest and best 
watches made. 


FOR SALE BY ALL FIRST CLASS 
JEWELERS. 
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Fair white hands. 
Brightclearcomplexion 





Soft healthful skin. 

















CRANDALL & CO. 


569 3D AVE. 


by highest authority, J. B. Brewster & 


safe and healthful. 
velocipedes, wagons, doll ee a 
Catalogues free. 





Established 1841. Wholesale and re- 
tail. Oldest, largest, and most reliable 
baby carriage factory in the United States. | 
Newest and best styles to select from. | 
Our ena baby carriage spring indorsed 


Co., of 25th St., and pa Dr. Shrady, as | 
so, large stock | 


4 Times for 1 Cent. 


For 25cts. 0 
will send it post-paid by mail— 

WILLIAMS’ SHAVING STICK. 
This will enable you to Shave with Ease and Com- 
fort over 100 times or 4 times for 1ct. 
A Toilet Elegaxey that ail gentlemen who snave 
themselves will appreciate. 

Address, 

The J. B. Williams Co., Glastonbury, Conn. 

For 50 years M’f’rs of famous Genuine Yankee Soap. 


you can obtain of your Druggist—or we 


MARVELOUS 


MEMORY 


Discov Rwy. 
Wholly unlike Artificial Systems—Cure of Mind Wandering. Any book 
| learned in one reading. Great inducements to correspondence classes, 
Prospectus, with opinions in full of Mr. Proctor. the Astronomer, Hons. W. 
W. ASTOR, JUDAH P. BENJAMIN, Drs. MINOR, Woon, Rev. FrRaNcIs B. DENIO, 
The Christian Advocate, MARK TWAIN, and others, sent post free by 


PROF. LOISETTE, 237 Fitth Avenue, N. Y. 
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YPHOID FEVER, AS 

well as all other 
fevers, can be pre- 
vented by using Hy- 
geia Distilled Water. 
It is within the reach 
of all and can be 
supplied in any quan- 
tity and shape in all 
parts of the United 
States. 

Principal Depot, 
Nos, 351 & 353 West 
Twelfth Street, N. Y. 











BIPTERS. 


exee ppetizing tonic of exquisite flavor, now used over the 
wn. a Dreyer ia, Diarrhea, Fever and i and all 
disorders of the Digestive Orgs “y ‘A few drops imparts delicious flavor 
to a glass of pagne, and to all summer _. ay it, 
beware of counterfeits. Ask B yout Re or oreggt fe for th 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGER' 


J. ¥. WUPPERMARR, ow AGENT. 
1 BROADWAY. WN. Y. 





“FUST THE THING 


| FOR 
SUMMER WEAR.” 
OUR 
SPLENDID ASSORTMENT 
OF 
SCOTCH CHEVIOTS, 
HOMESPUNS, 
TWEEDS, ETC. 
IN 
STRIPES, NEAT AND TASTY EFFECTS. 
Suits to order from $20.00. 
Trousers ** -- 5 00. 


He Soler 


771 Broadway, Corner Ninth Street. 


PUCK. 


Ir there is any disease in the materia medica 

_ that can not be successfully overcome by South- 

| ern California physicians, it has not at the pres- 

ent writing been discovered. People never die 

there. When they get to be one hundred years 

old or thereabouts, they put them into vineyards 

and orange groves to keep off the bugs.— Tacoma 
Ledger. 

**Exguisire! Charming! Professor. I have 
no doubt but that in the elucidation of a theme 
so complex in character, and of such composite 
technicality, you symbolized the destiny of patho- 
logical textures, expressed in your work with an 
intense mixture of-er-m-er-some familiar objects. 
Am I not right?” 

““Yah, madame; mein shpectagles unt a kero- 
schene lamp—brincipally.”—Harper’s Bazar. 


A soy never thinks as hard as when a bull-dog 





is after him and he is after a soft place in a barb- 
ed wire fence.—Fall River Advance. 

Tue flower known as the bachelor’s button 
must be the one that does not stay on long.— 
New Orleans Picayune. 





Angostura Bitters, the world-renowned appetizer and 
invigorator, imparts a delicious flavor to all drinks and cures dys- 

epsia, diarrhoea, fever and ague. Try it, but beware of counter- 
fits. Ask your grocer or your druggist for the genuine Angostura, 
manufactured by Dr, J. G. 8B.  Shagest | & Sons. 


JOSEPH GILLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 


GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPOSITION 1878. 
Nos. 303—-404—170-604. 








THE MOST PERFECT OF PENS, 
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The Unexcelled Fireworks Co, 


9 & Il 
Park Place, 


NEW YORK. 


Largest manufac- 
turers, Leading and 
most reliable house in 


FIREWORKS, 
FLAGS, 
LANTERNS, 
BALLOONS, &c. 
SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED PRICE List FREE. 














=~ “SANITAS” === 


The GREAT ENGLISH DISINFECTANT. 
The First Requisite in all Dwelings, 


The most POWERFUL and PLEASANT of all 
PREPARATIONS in use, 


Fragrant, Non-poisonous, does not stain Linen. 

“*SANITAS” Disinfecting Fluid, for sprinkling 
about rooms, disinfecting linen, and 
general house use. 

**SANITAS” Disinfecting Powder, a powerful 
and pleasant preparation for stables, 
kennels, ashbins, &c. 

‘SANITAS”? Crude Disinfecting Fluid, a con- 
centrated form of ‘**Sanitas,” to be di- 
— with water for flushing drains, 


c. 
‘“SSANITAS”? Disinfecting Oil, for fumigating 
sick rooms, treatment of throat com- 

plaints, rheumatism and ringworm. 


“Sanitas” Disinfecting Toilet and Laundry 
Soaps, &o &e., &e. 


THE REGULAR USE OF 


“ SANITAS,” THE BEST DISINFECTANT, and 


Deodorant, is a sure preventive of all contagious and 
infectious diseases. It is invaluable in the sick room. 


“A PPOPLE’S HEALTH IS A NATION’S WEALTH.” 


“SANITAS” IS NATURE'S DISINFECTANT. 


To be had of aH Druggists and of the 


American & Continental “ Sanitas” Co., Ltd., 
636-642 West 55th street, N. Y. city. 


1776 AND (886. 


What changes have taken place in that period! In 
none have they been more radical than in the treatment 
of diseases. In the olden time, patients, prostrate with 
pain and suffering, were attacked with the lancet, calo- 
mel, blisters, etc. All this was done with honest inten- 
tions, but with terrible results. It is a pleasing fact that 
the enlightened public of the present day have discarded 
such medication. The disorders that sap the powers of 
life are now expelled by remedies that brace up the vital 
strength. These qualities are found in an eminent degree 
in Dr. Tutt’s Liver Pills. They have become celebrated 
over a wide extent of the globe as the safest and gentlest 
remedial agent ever offered to suffering humanity. j 


Tutt’s Liver Pills 


ACT MILDLY BUT THOROUGHLY, 
‘All Druggists, 25c. 
‘DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. 6th and 7th Aves., N. ¥. 
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CHAMPION 


OF TWO CONTINENTS. 


An Interesting Comparison of 
THE WORLDS GREAT BREWERIES. 





Decidedly the greatest beer producing countries in the 
world are Germany and Austria, The manufacture of 
the national beverage and its consumption is a matter of 
investigation and comment for every traveler that has 
visited and written of those States. Many have gone be- 
hind the commercial feature of the industry, and have 





found in the production, fostered and protected as it is 
by the Government, a solution of the stability of the 


| people. The people themselves, instead of fretting under 
| the ordinary cares of life that carry more volatile neigh- 


(Bowery Business carried on temporarily at above address.) 


Samples and - measurement rules mailed on application. 

Instant relief. Final cure and never 

ge returns. Noindelicacy. Neither 

urge, salve or suppository. Liver, kidney 

andal vowelt troubles—especially cons*ipation—cur- 

edlike» ic. Sufferers will learn of asimple remedy 
by J. H. REEVES, 78 Nassau St., N. ¥. 


THE OPIUM HABIT 


Cured without parm, EXPOSURE OF SLEEPLESSNESS at 
home, by the method of Dr. H. H. Kane, Author of 
“Drugs that Enslave,” ise Pub. Lindsay & Blakiston 6 
Phila ) Descriptive Book wi ome ts by 300 phy- 
sicians, description, prices. Dr. KANE (formerly Sup’t 


752 





De Quiney Hospital). 164 Fulton Suect, New York. ° 








| bors into insurrection, absorb a philosophical quiet with the 
nectar of Gambrinus that saves them from the conse- 


| quences of rashness. Small wonder that they cherish their 


colossal Brauerein and that the Government fosters them. 
The last annual official statistical showing of the pro- 
duct in Germany and Austria has just been received here. 
According to this report, the output of the six leading 
breweries of Germany and Austria, in 1886, was the 
following: 


BARRELS. 
1. Spaten Brewery, Munich, (Gab. Sedlmayer, Prop.). .. 363.017 
Fe Be Mead ho.csccsccte: cocecchobe ates 348.61 
Pe EE I Nini ccc ccccsccevesoweseeseues 252.750 
& 2 | ee eee 299.480 
BD. GC. Fre, I ccscds. ccc cccegacceconducousines 235.960 
6. Liesing Actien Brewery, Wile conte ccvas Suaaroeee 170.764 


Total, 16'70,564. 


There are innumerable small establishments, but these 
six larger ones serve to give some idea of the magnitude 





of the industry in those countries. In the manufacture 
of the quantity of beer shown in the product of these six 
breweries, over one hundred and forty millions of pounds 
of malt were used. 

To those of our own community who are not tinged 
with prohibitory theories there will be some satisfaction 
in learning that St. Louis, Mo., has not only the largest 
brewery in this country, but the largest in the world. 

The Anheuser-Busch Brewing Association, in the 
period covered by the official report from which the 
above is taken, manufactured and sold 13,120,000 gallons 
of beer, equaling 


410,000 Barrels, 


an excess of more than 10 per cent. above the production 
of the Spaten Brewery of Munich, the largest European 
brewery. Experts in the manufacture of beer are not 
slow to say that the quality, also, of the Anheuser-Busch 
beer excels that of its European rival in about the same 
ratio. This opinion is not only that of American judges, 
but in every European exposition in which the beer of 
the Anheuser-Busch Brewing Association has come into 
competition with thai «* all the above-named breweries, 
it has been awarded the first premium. In every Euro- 
pean capital medals have. been given to them showing 
that they surpassed all other exhibitors in the quality of 
the beer manufactured. These awards have not been 
merely occasional, but record a succession of triumphs. 














“oss Cutecura 


A Positive Cure 
for every form of 

» Skin and Blood 

‘Z =Disease=— 


— — 


=- from — 


PimPLes to SCROFULA. 


KIN TORTURES OF A LIFETIME INSTANTLY RE. 

lieved by a warm bath with Cuticura Soap, a real Skin 

Beautifier, and a single application of Curicura, the great Skin 
Cure. 

This repeated daily, with two or three doses of Cuticura Rg 
SOLVENT, the new Blood Purifier, to keep the blood cool, the per 
spirat:on pure and unirritating, the bowels open, the liver and kid- 
neys active, will speedly cure 

Sczema, tetter, ringworm, psoriasis, lichen, pruritus, scall head, 
dandruff, and every species of torturing, disfiguring, itching, scaly 
and pimply diseases of the skin and scalp, with loss of hair, when 
physicians and all Known remedies fail. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Curicura, s5oc.; Soap, 25c.; Re- 
SOLVENT, $1. Prepared by the Potrer DruG ANp Mevicat Co., 
Boston, Mass. 

ga Send for “ How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 









PIMPLES: blackheads, chapped and oily skin prevented by 
Cuticura Mepicatrp Soap. 








Se r 
» say 


EAUTYAND FRAGRANCE 


ARE COMMUNICATED TO THE MOUTH BY 


S OZODONT, 





which renders the teeth pearly ware, the gums 
rosy, and the breath swret. By those who have 
used it, it is regarded as an indispensable ad- 
junct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 
from the teeth without injuring the enamel. 


Sold by Druggists and Fancy-Goods Dealers, 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of All 
=TOM,MACH BITTERS, 














AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
jl. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 














FACE, HANDS, FEET, 


an‘ all their imperfections, including Facia 
Development, Hair and Scalp, Superfluous 
Hair, Birth Marks, Moles, arts, Moth, | 
Freckles, Red Nose, Acne, B’Ik Heads, Scars, | 
. ’ Pitting and their treatment. Send 10c. for 197 
book of 50 pages, 4th edition. Dr. John H. Weodbury, 

7 North Peari St., Albany, N. Y., Established 1870. | 














ESTABLISHED 
Nine Cold and First- Cl 


R BY SPECIAL APPOINTME 


THE PRI? 


ASAI € 
VV AL 


PETER F. HEERING’S 


COPENHAGEN CHERRY CORDIAL. 


ARIT 
ANL 


INDISPENSABLE IN EVERY HOUSEHOLD. 
‘FOR SALE BY WINE MERCHANTS AND CROCERS 
THROUCHOUT THE UNITED STATES. 


LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
CENERAL ACENTS 
NEw york. %° ' 





PUCK. 


Were our pen a quill from the pinion of the 
loftiest seraph that basks in gleaming glory, and 
dipped in the refulgent radiance of the rainbow’s 
fountain, we could not describe how supremely 
happy one of our young men looks when in the 


| ethereal presence of his adored one.—Oxford 


(Fla.) Orange Leaf. 
Woman may be a puzzle, but man is not will- 
ing to give her up.—New Haven News. 


Mr. Dusenserry.—I saw an immense electric | 


plant down-town, It is very evident that gas— 

Mrs. DusenBerry.—Was it in bloom, dear? 
Why didn’t you bring me a cutting ?—PA//a- 
delphia Call. 

““Wuy do plots thicken on the stage ?” asks 
a Western exchange. Because they can’t very 
well be any thinner. That ’s one reason.—New 
York Mail. 








CONSUMPTION CURED. 

An old physician, retired from practice, having had placed in 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of Con- 
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all Throat and Lung 
Affections, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility 
and all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful 
curative powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to make 
it known to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a 
desire to relieve human suffering, I will send free of charge, to all 
who desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with 
full directions for preparing and using. Sent by mail by address- 
ing with stamp, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, 749 Power's 
Block, Rochester, N. Y. 772 


WATERS 


PIANOS. 


Uprights a specialty. 

Improved new styles, 734 octaves, 3-stringed. Very 
rich, full tone, with jine singing —. 

Prices 8275 to 8450, and sold on payments of 
only 810 per month when desired. 

Also, second-hand Pianos, of different makers, in 
perfect order. Prices, 850 to S200, on payments 
of only $5 per month, Pianos rented &5 per month, 
and part rent allowed toward the purchase. 

Old Pianos taken in part payment for new ones. 

Send postal for catalogue, 


HORACE WATERS & CO., 


124 Fifth Aves, near 18th St., N. Y- 














Keppler BShwarymayy. 
. Publisperr- 
Pos § 








MONARCH SHIRTS 
{SOLD BY LEADING DEALER® 




















Its Nature, Causes, Prevention and 
D Cure, being the experience of an actual sufferer, | 

by JOHN H MCALVIN, Lowell, Mass., 14 years Tax | 
collector. Sent free to any address. 327 


ALLCOCK’S 
POROUS PLASTERS. 


| Attcock’s are the only genuine 
| porous plasters. 

| They act safely, promptly, and ef- 
fectually ; do not burn or blister, but 
soothe and relieve while curing, and 
can be worn for weeks without causing 
pain or inconvenience. 

They are invaluable in cases of 
Weak Back, Rheumatism, Lumbago, 
Sciatica, Colds, Coughs, Sore Throat, 
Pulmonary and Kidney Difficulties, 
Malaria, Dyspepsia, Heart, Spleen, 
Liver and Stomach Affections, Strains 
and all Local Pains. 

Do not be deceived by misrepre. 
sentation. Ask for ALiLcock’s, and 
let no explanation or solicitation in- 
duce you to accept a substitute. 


A. WEIDMANN. 


No. 306 Broadway, Corner Duane Street, New York. 
importer and Manufacturer of 


TOYS, FIREWORKS, 
Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and 
other Material for Costumes, etc. 26 


BOWERY BAY BEACH. 


The most beantiful and popular family summer 
resort, with excellent fishing, boating, bathing. 
Accessibl + byelegant summer horse cars from 92d 
St. ferry in 20 minutes, Fare 10 cen's, including 
f-rriag:; and from Hunter’s Point. ferries in 40 
minutes. Car fnrel0cent:. Alsobv steamboats 
direct toGrand Pier. See principal daily papers 











PARKER'S GINGER TONIC! 


The Best Cure fo: Coughs, Weak Lungs, Asthma, Indd- 
gestion, Inward Pains, Exhaustion. Combining the most 
valuable medicines with Jamacia Ginger, it exerts a cura- 
tive power over disease unknown to other remedies. 
Weak Lungs, Rheumatism, Female Complaints, and the 
distressing illsof theStomach, Liver, Kidneys and Boweils 
are ing thousands to the ~rave who would recover 
Sisasrlisied beeen Se gy —— S83 
4 n ren the aged. 60c. at Dr 
gists Hiscox & Co., 163 William Street, N. Y. - 


OZZONI’S 


MEDICATED 


COMPLEXION 


Imparts a brilliant transparency to the skin. Re- 
moves all pimples, freckles and discolorations. For 
sale by all first-class druggists, or mailed for 50 cts. 


D E a 4 ron 
” 


J.A. POZZONI, = 1.4 


Bt. Tek, Mo. ; 
PROSPECT BREWERY, 
Cor. Eleventh and Oxford Streets, 
| PHILADELPHIA, PA. 
the highly Celebrated 


BUDWEIS LAGER BEER 


from this Brewery is particularly adapted to Export in Barrels +s 
well as in Bottles Its k-eping qualities are unsurpassed, W 
| also recommend our 


HERCULES MALT WINE 


| as the purest, most wholesome, and cheapest Extract of Ma't in 
existence. 709 























} Send one, two, three or five collar 

| for a retail box, ''y express, of the best 

| Ca.dies in the World, put up in hand 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Svitabt 
for presents. ‘Try it once, 


Addvss ©, F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
191 78 Madison &t., Chicago. 





Q is published every Wednesday, 
Ack. is Ioc, per copy, of all Newsdealers, 
The Subscription-Price of PUCK 1s 
FOUR DOLLARS FOR ONE YEAR. 
TWO DOLLARS FOR 6 MONTHS. 
ONE DOLLAR FOR 3 MONTHS. 
Payable in advance. 
Subscriptions are taken by all Booksellers, News- 
dealers, 3rd and 4th class Postmasters, and 
‘THE PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, 
Puck Building, New York, 




















A VISION OF A FREE SUNDAY. 


**Is this a dream? Then waking would be pain— Oh, do not wake-me; let me dream 





